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Kayla gritted her teeth as she felt his touch against her skin. Just the sight of him should fill her with righteous indignation, with horror, terror and repulsion. She should recoil at his touch, and yet… she didn’t. In fact, quite the opposite.  Her body thrilled to life the very moment his hand touched hers- her nipples stiffened, coming to attention, and she felt her pussy flush with heat even as her legs clenched in unconscious preparation for him.

“You seem excited.” He said, smiling. “Do I inspire such passion in you, elf? From a mere touch?”

“Go to hell.” She said, with as much conviction as she could muster when her entire body yearned for him, desperate for his touch once more. She had no idea what he had done to her, but it was powerful. She almost wanted to simply let go, to just beg him to touch her. It took all of her willpower to refrain from doing so- because she knew the moment she did she was lost.

“That doesn’t seem like what you want me to do.” He said, grinning at her, sliding his hand down her body. He lightly caressed her nipple, moving down to her stomach before he settled his hand at the entrance of her sex. “It seems like you want me to go… here.”

He ran a finger along the entrance to her sex, lightly, and she moaned uncontrollably as he did so. She wriggled her hips unconsciously, her body wanting the touch even as her mind screamed no. It was pleasure unlike any she had experienced before, and it was almost impossible for her to fight the primal urge to want more, to hunger for more, to want him inside her. She felt a sharp shock of pleasure in her pussy as he continued to rub her lightly, exploring her at his leisure.

“I don’t know…” he said, putting on an air of mock confusion. “For someone who doesn’t want me to keep touching you, you sure do seem to enjoy it.”

She hated that he was right. She couldn’t even bring out the words to deny him, such was her body’s betrayal. She just gasped softly again as he brought his other hand up to her breasts, kneading them, tweaking her nipples even as his other hand continued to have his way with her pussy, lighting it on fire. Waves of pleasure continued to gush forth from her loins, making her squirm.

Her mind savagely rebelled against his ministrations even as her traitorous body begged for more from him. She squirmed, bucked, writhed as he continued to touch her, his fingers sliding in and out of her pussy, rubbing her clit, every moment, every movement indescribably pleasurable to her. It was though he knew everything she liked, all the movements that reduced her body to a quivering mess of lust. Not that he needed to- whatever spell he had cast, whatever potion he had given her had made her body light up like wildfire. 

And then… he stopped. Just like that, he stopped touching her, sliding his hand out of her pussy, stopping his firm caress of her breasts. It was like being plunged into an ice-cold bath- the shock of losing his touch, of losing the hands that were generating her lust, caused her to cry out in unexpected surprise.

“Not yet.” He said, smiling. “Oh, my little slut. You think it would be that easy? No, not yet. Your corruption has only just begun. Your body is first. The flesh is weak. It is willing. It is no wonder it has succumbed to the powerful curse I have cast upon you. Your mind, however… that is the prize I want.”

“You’ll… you’ll be disappointed, I’m afraid.” Kayla said, in-between ragged breaths.

“I think not.” He said idly, running his hand through her hair. “Judging from your performance just now, at least. It’s exciting, isn’t it? Watching you succumb. Watching you give in, little by little. When will you be begging to please me, begging to suck and fuck me? Tomorrow, perhaps? The day after? Who knows?”

He laughed again, leaving the room and closing the heavy wooden door behind him, the clang echoing through the stone corridors. Kayla took deeper breaths, trying to control the sexual frustration still surging through her body. She knew that she wanted no part of him, didn’t want him to keep touching her. Her rational mind did, at least. But her body… her body rebelled.

She could feel that part of her, that part of her composed of a gibbering, almost primal specter of lust. One that wanted nothing more than her Dark Lord to flip her over and fuck her raw like the dirty slut she was. A part of her that wanted his cock slamming into her, filling her slutty little pussy, making her groan and moan for more as she bucked back against him, as she begged for more, begged for him to take her, to make her mindless little fuck slave-

She gasped, coming to, pulling her hand out of her pussy with a start. She had gotten so lost in the fantasy that she had lost control of herself for a moment. She continued to take deep breaths, trying to clear her mind. She didn’t want to succumb to him- didn’t want to become his mindless little toy.

But it looked like that might be inevitable…

***

The road to hell is paved with good intentions- and Mark definitely had the best of intentions in mind when he set about designing the newest world for the roleplaying club to play in. The world was one of the most detailed he had ever written, with nothing left out- he had written the towns, the monsters, the setting, everything. It was a setting worthy of any campaign, and one that would have won him any number of accolades from his crew.

Of course, it would be even better once he brought them into the world with the Roleplay Master guide. Since discovering its reality-altering powers, he had been using it to have a bit of… fun with his girlfriend, Kayla, as well as extending its powers to help Jack’s love life with Anna. But that was such a small application of its power. And helping Jack had made him realize that he had been narrow-minded in its use.

So he had created the world of Ruiwen. He spent countless hours crafting it, making sure it was as real as possible. He wanted there to be no holes when his friends journeyed to it- because they actually would be going there. He would use the power of the Roleplay Master guide to bring them into Ruiwen, to let them bring their roleplaying sessions to the highest possible level- to live them. 

But fate had other plans for him.

The first roleplay session had been an unmitigated success- at first. Everything was going as he had planned. They had found the dungeon, defeated the monsters, and were headed to the final encounter in the tower’s last room.

“You notice the door is ajar.” Mark said, narrating to his captive audience. “It’s the lair of the dread sorcerer, the dark lord who has tormented this land for so long. You can see him at his desk, working out some alchemical incantations over an ancient looking tome. What do you do?”

“What do we do, guys?” Jack said, a twinkle in his eyes as he looked over at Mark. He alone knew what Mark had in store for them- a confidant, as it were, in their decision making process. It probably wasn’t strictly the best practice to have one the players in on the secret, but… well, it wasn’t as though he could put the cat back into the bag.

“We can take him.” Joe said. “Easy. He can’t be higher level than that troll we faced earlier. Steph, you can heal since you’re a cleric, I can tank him as Dan’s mage fires whatever he’s weak to.”

“Surprise attack, then?” Steph said, the table nodding. “Alright. Let’s do this.”

“You burst into the room, your surprise attack seemingly effective as the dark lord has his back turned to you.” Mark narrated. “But suddenly, he turns to you, a dark, ancient, and weathered book in his hands. It is the reality altering master’s guide!”

“Reality altering is never good.” Dan said, raising his eyebrows.

“He cackles as he opens the book. He knows you, knows your true identities…” Mark continued. “And he casts a spell, a spell that draws everyone at this table into his fantasy realm. He will defeat you on a level playing field, on his own home court, with no dice or guides to save you!”

Mark grinned as they all rolled their eyes at him- all of them except Jack. They thought he was being corny, ruining what was otherwise a good roleplaying session with his nonsense. They would be changing their tune very, very soon. He smiled again, barely containing his glee as he scribbled his final words into the Roleplay Master guide, finalizing their journey into the fantasy world he had created. 

As soon as he finished writing the final word, however, he began to realize something had gone wrong. Instead of his players vanishing, the room began to warp and shimmer. He blinked his eyes, thinking something was wrong with him, but it didn’t help. The room continued to dissolve in front of him, continued to lose shape and blur away into a dark abyss.

His last conscious thought before the void took him and he succumbed to the infinite blackness before him was that he had made a terrible, terrible mistake. 

As he came to, he felt the cool air against his face as he slowly came back to consciousness. His mind struggled for a moment to figure out why he was feeling the cool breeze on his face instead of the warm embrace of his comforter. Had he passed out? What happened? And why hadn’t he made it back to his room?

He pushed up on the cool grass beneath him, opening his eyes to look around. He wasn’t anywhere near his dorm- he seemed to be in a field of some sort, a clearing with a copse of trees at the edge of it. He managed to get himself upright, and he heard himself clank as he stood up. Puzzled, he looked down.

He was wearing chainmail.

As though the chainmail were some sort of trigger, the events of the night previous rushed back to him. The book, the session, everything… he felt a heightening sense of dread as he remembered what had happened.

“Oh man… did somebody get the number of the train that hit me last night?” Jack said, stirring next to his friend. Mark watched him go through the same realizations that Mark had just gone through, looking at his leather thief’s armor as well.

“We’re in the world you were making, right?” Jack said. He scratched his head. “I don’t get it. How come you’re here too? Aren’t you supposed to be the roleplay master?”

“Yeah, but I had an idea, I…” Mark said, trailing off. “Oh, shit.”

“What?” Jack said, looking at his friend.

“The book!” Mark said. “Quick, find the book!” 

He tore around the clearing, looking for the Roleplay Master guide he could use to fix all of this. After a moment, however, he started feeling a pit in his stomach form. He scrambled around the clearing, looking for the book, but it was nowhere to be found. 

“Where else could it be?” Jack said, puzzled. “I mean, you’re the roleplay master, right? Shouldn’t it be with you?”

“Yeah… it should.” Mark said. He set his jaw, a worried look on his brow. “And I think… I think it might still be with me, actually. A part of me, anyway.”

“I have no idea what you’re talking about.” Jack said. “I’m assuming this is all related to the book’s powers?”

“Yeah… it is.” Mark said, his shoulders sagging. “Well, that and my own stupidity. It’s a long story.”

“Well, looks like we have time to hear about it. In the meantime, let’s head over to that smoke over there.” Jack said, pointing to some smoke visible after the trees. “Maybe they can help orient us as to what’s going on.”

“I know full well what’s going on.” Mark said bitterly as the two of them trudged towards the only destination they could see. “I fucked up. And now there might be no way out of it.”

The others didn’t seem to be anywhere near them or around them. He hoped they were alright. After all, this whole world came out of his own fucked up mind. If anyone stumbled along the wrong monster, well…

***

“Excuse me?” a voice said from the darkness. “Are you… are you ok?”

Mary began to open her eyes slowly, groggily. She shook her head, trying to clear the persistent fog that seemed to surround it. She began to focus in on the man speaking to her. He was lean but strong, with sandy brown hair. He was looking at her with worried eyes.

“I… I think so.” she said. He offered out his hand to her, and she gratefully took it. He helped her to her feet as she got to her bearings. She looked around, seeing nothing but farmland around her and a dirt road beneath her.

“That’s good.” He said brightly. “It’s not often we get a priestess of Vauru in our area. I was at first afraid you had been harmed by some evil, laying there motionless like that.”

“Priestess of Vauru?” she said, questioningly. “Yeah, my character is…”

She trailed off, looking down at herself. She was dressed in her complete priestess robes, complete with mailed tunic and gloves.

“What the hell?” she said out loud.

“I… I beg your pardon, priestess?” the man said, a puzzled look on his face.

“I… this is some sort of joke, right?” she said, looking at him. “How’d you pull this off? Where is everyone?”

“I… I’m afraid I don’t know what you’re speaking of.” He said. “Are… are you feeling alright, priestess?”

“Yes. Yes, I’m feeling fine. I’m sorry, I was just momentarily distracted.” She said. She smiled. This had to be some sort of elaborate joke, but… why shouldn’t she play along? Mark had obviously gone to great lengths for this. She had no idea why, but she might as well see where it went. He was a good roleplay master, which meant he was creative, and so it might be a bunch of fun.

“That’s good, that’s good.” The man said, wringing his hands. “It simply wouldn’t do at all for you to be injured or hurt in any way. I don’t know what the goddess would do if a priestess of her were injured on our own land!”

“Vauru is merciful, peasant. No harm would have come to you, if it were not your fault.” Mary said, playing along.

“But you must be tired, priestess.” he said. “Would you do us the honor of staying the night at our inn? We would be pleased to serve one as holy as yourself.”

“Thank you, I would be most glad to do so.” Mary said. She wondered what she would have to contend with as she followed the strong young man back to the inn. Ghosts? Demons? Some of the freshman theater troupe in outrageous makeup? She smiled. That could be fun. She wouldn’t put it past Mark to do something like that. 

They came up to the small wooden building in the field and entered it, and the smell of wonderful home-made cooking immediately wafted into Mary’s nose.

“Brother!” the man called into the back. “We have a guest here!”

“Stephen, where have you been? One of the others has finally finished-” the man said as he came out of the small kitchen. He stopped dead when he saw Mary, his eyes locking onto the insignia on her armor. She didn’t entirely like the way his eyes lingered on her, but she supposed she could let it slide- it wasn’t every day he had to act his best in front of someone dressed in such ridiculous garb.

“A priestess of Vauru!” the man said. “Vauru be praised, we haven’t had one of your order pass through here since we were labs, priestess. I am Arthur, and I most humbly welcome you to our abode.”

“I thank you for your hospitality, kind innkeeper.” Mary said, doing her best to keep a straight face as she called him an innkeeper. She had to give Mark credit- they even looked alike, with the same lean, strong bodies and sandy brown hair. She almost smiled to herself. They were pretty cute, too. Maybe that’s why she didn’t mind their eyes lingering quite so much.

“Would you care for some food, priestess?” Arthur said. “Or would you care to see your rooms first and be refreshed before your repast?”

“I can use somewhere to put my things, at the very least.” She said. “I’ll see my room please, thank you.”

“Of course, priestess.” Arthur said. He turned to the kitchen. “Sabrina! Show the priestess to her room!”

“Uh, yes, sir.” Sabrina said as she came out of the kitchen. Well, bounced was maybe the better word. Mary had to try hard not to stare at the girl as she came flitting through the doorway and her huge breasts bounced freely beneath tight top she wore. She had to be at least a DD cup, if not more! And the small skirt she wore barely covered her modesty. Mary silently disapproved- anyone who bent over would get a full view of what she was offering!

“Uh, hello, miss Priestess!” Sabrina said, smiling brightly up at her. “Can I, perhaps, take you to your… uh… oh, dear.”

She frowned, biting her lip, looking for the word. 

“Room?” Mary offered, and Sabrina brightened right away.

“Yes! Room! That’s it.” She said. “Let me show you to your room!”

Mary followed her up the stairs, and her suspicions that Sabrina’s skirt hid nothing were confirmed the moment Sabrina ascended the stairs in front of her. What’s more, she seemed not to be wearing any panties! Mary could see her sex as plain as day, and Sabrina paid no mind to it at all. She almost seemed to be showing it off.

Well… she guessed Mark had to take what he could get. She was probably some sorority bimbo doing this for some practice to pass an acting class or something. She certainly wasn’t going to win any acting awards any time soon. Arthur and Stephen were pretty good, though. She guessed two out of three weren’t bad.

In truth, she was a little jealous. Mary wasn’t what anyone would call curvy, though she didn’t think she was ugly either. Plain was probably the word she would have used to describe herself- her small, petite A cups weren’t going to draw any looks, and she didn’t really have a butt to speak of. She was often ignored at parties in favor of girls that looked like Sabrina, and she guessed that riled her just a little bit.

“This is your, um, room!” Sabrina said, clearly pleased to have remembered the word. “I’ll make a bath for you in the other room. In the meantime, we’ve prepared some tea for you there on the, um, night side thing.”

“Thank you.” Mary said, trying to stay in character as Sabrina moved into the adjoining room. She moved to the bed, sitting on the side of it. Had Sabrina said bath? There was no way... this was just too strange. She rubbed her temples. Whatever this was, Mark was going through a hell of a lot of effort for it. 

She smelled the tea wafting up to her nose, and it piqued her interest. That smelled amazing! She couldn’t quite place the smell, which was strange because she was normally quite the tea connoisseur. She picked up the small cup and took a sip.

It was delicious. No, it was beyond delicious. She took another sip, and then another. It was everything she could ever have wanted in a tea. It was soothing, refreshing, and relaxing all at once. With every sip she took, she could feel the wonderful amber liquid going down her throat and into her body. She felt a warm tingly feeling spread through her skin as she drank the tea.

“”Mmm…” she said, a little sigh of contentment escaping her before she could stop it. She couldn’t remember ever feeling this good, not from any of the relaxant teas she had ever had. A small, dreamy smile began to creep its way up her face as she continued to sip at the tea.

“Priestess? Your bath is ready.” Sabrina said, jarring Mary out of her little tea induced reverie. She shook her head, and looked down into her tea. She had drank the entire cup, leaving nothing but the dregs at the bottom.

“Sorry! I must have dozed off. Oops!” she said, giggling a bit at her own silliness. She followed Sabrina to the adjoining room where she had drawn a bath. Surprisingly, the girl’s incompetence didn’t extend to drawing baths, and the water was exactly the right temperature when Mary dipped an exploratory hand into it.

“You liked the tea! That’s wonderful!” Sabrina said, upon busing Mary’s cup and noticing there was no tea left in it. “It’s really good.”

“Yes, it is.” Mary said. She paused. “Could I have some more, actually? While I take my bath?”

“Yeah! You can have as much tea as you want!” Sabrina said, smiling ear to ear. She poured another cup of tea from a teapot that had been sitting on a stand in the room, and she left Mary to take a bath, closing the door behind her.

Mary disrobed and stepped into the bath, unable to control a sigh of contentment as she immersed her naked body into the hot, steaming water that Sabrina had prepared for her. She let herself sink into the surprisingly comfortable porcelain tub even as she reached for her tea. She no longer sipped at the tea- she drank from it deeply, taking long, slow, luxurious sips that traveled down her throat and into her body.

The effect of the tea with the water was exquisite. Mary began to relax more than she ever thought was possible, a slow, lethargic fog creeping its way through her brain. She smiled, feeling her body tingle and spark as the wonderful, wonderful tea permeated it. God, that tea was so yummy. She could drink it all day, especially sitting in the tub. She felt better than she had in a long time. 

Her hands floated effortlessly in the water, drifting of their own accord, and she happened to brush one up against her left nipple. She gasped as she did- it felt amazing. A small little shock of pleasure had radiated from her nipple as she touched it. She floated her hand away, but the feeling lingered, and almost of its own accord her hand slipped back onto her breast.

She had to suppress another gasp as she began to knead her breasts softly with her hand. Her breast seemed bigger in her hand than she remembered, but that paled in comparison to the pleasure. She had never had particularly sensitive breasts, but now they seemed extra-sensitive- every touch, every brush of her hand on them sent another thrum of pleasure through her body.

She took another sip of the tea, her hand still exploring her breast. God, that tea was yummy. She could drink it all day. She went to take another sip, but nothing came out of the cup. She pouted, looking into the dregs of the cup again. They shouldn’t make the cups so little! Then she could drink more of the yummy tea.

She shrugged. She put the tea cup down, massaging both her breasts at once, and she smiled again as the pleasure waved over her. Had she known how good it would feel to touch her boobs in the bathtub, she would have done it more often.

Boobs. She giggled as she thought the word. She had never liked the word too much, but it seemed to fit now, and the word bubbled up into her brain, piercing through the mind-numbing fog the tea had brought on. She giggled again. She was touching her boobs, and they felt great!

“More tea?” Sabrina said suddenly, breaking into her train of thought.

“Yes, please!” Mary said eagerly, smiling happily as Sabrina moved over to refill her teacup. “It’s so yummy, I was so sad when I drank it all!”

“I’m so glad you like it!” Sabrina said. “It’s the best. It makes me feel so good, and it makes my boobies all tingly and stuff.”

“I know!” Mary said, giggling before she could stop herself. She felt so good all of a sudden, so carefree. Her voice came out high and jubilant, bubbling with her excitement, much higher than it had been before. “I was just touching them and thinking that!”

“It’s the best!” Sabrina said. “Anyway, I came to say that the food is all ready and stuff downstairs. You want me to help you get ready?”

“Yeah, that would be great!” Mary said. Sabrina retreated into the other room, but even before she was gone Mary had started gulping down her tea. It was so yummy, and it made her feel so tingly! She drank it as fast as she could without burning her mouth, feeling it seep into her, feeling it tingle all the way through her body. Finally she finished, getting up and toweling herself off. Even the rough motion of the towel felt good on her nice big titties! She had to consciously stop toweling herself off as she moved into the next room where Sabrina was waiting for her.

Mary put her priestess robes on, and then tried to put her armor back on. It wouldn’t fit! She frowned, trying to pull the strap harder, but it just wasn’t working.

“Darn!” She said, pouting. “My armor won’t fit!”

“Your titties are just too big.” Sabrina said sagely, looking at her. “It’s not going to work!”

“But I don’t want to just wear the robe!” Mary said, pouting. “You can’t even see my titties in it. I’ll look so silly, especially since you look so nice and stuff with your clothes!”

“Hmm…” Sabrina said, furrowing her brow. “Wait! I’ve got it! Hold on.”

She rummaged through the closet in the room, pulling some clothes out of the closet in the room. She finally pulled out a top and skirt that looked almost identical to hers.

“Here! Try these on.” Sabrina said, handing Mary the clothes. Mary attempted to wriggle them on, and after some difficulty she managed to fit herself into the almost skintight top and skirt.

“Wow! You look great!” Sabrina gushed. “I’m so glad I remembered those were there. I would have felt SO bad if you had nothing to wear except that frumpy old dress!”

“Yeah! I do look really good.” Mary said, twirling around in front of the mirror with her new outfit. It was maybe a little short- she didn’t want people to get the wrong idea about her, especially those hunky guys downstairs- but it was better than the robe she had been wearing just a second ago. She had never noticed how curvy she was before! Had she known, she would have showed herself off more. She loved the way you could see the curve of her big, firm butt at the bottom of the skirt.

“Okay, great!” Sabrina said. “Let’s get you downstairs!”

Mary followed Sabrina out of the door and down the stairs, entering the tavern’s main room where a dazzling table had been set for them. Meats and vegetables of all kinds arrayed for their pleasure sat on the table.

“Oh, like, wow!” Mary said, her eyes bulging at the sight. “That’s a lot of food.”

“Yeah!” Sabrina said. “You’re very lucky. They said they only did it because you’re a special Priestess and everything. Take a seat and I’ll bring everything out!”

Mary moved towards the table, catching Stephen’s eye. He smiled at her, looking her up and down. She appreciated being noticed, and gave a little shimmy to make her nice, big titties jiggle a little for him. His eyes widened a bit, and she smiled as she sat down next to him. 

She vaguely realized that she should be upset that he was staring at her so openly, but she didn’t really understand why. He really was good-looking, so she didn’t mind showing off a little for him! It’s not like she was ugly or something where she wouldn’t want anyone to look at her.

“You look wonderful, Priestess.” He said. “That outfit becomes you. If I may be forward, Priestess?”

“Yeah, sure!” she said. “You can be forward. Whatever that means.”

“I have to say your body is wonderful.” He said. “Truly, it’s a body built for sex.”

“Um… thanks.” Mary said. She wasn’t sure that she liked that comment. Well, she kind of liked it. Of course she liked when people said she was pretty and all. But built for sex? That seemed like… she huffed slightly. She couldn’t think of the word. But it seemed not right!

“Thanks! Sabrina found the outfit.” She said, ultimately deciding just to talk about what she knew. “I just wasn’t fitting my old armor! It must be because my boobs grew bigger. I’m not really sure how that happens.”

“I must say I have no idea.” Stephen said, reaching over the table. “Would you like some tea?”

“Oh GOD, yes!” she almost screeched as he poured her some. “I LOVE this tea! It’s so yummy. I’ve been drinking it all the time since I got here. You guys should, like, sell it or something.”

“Oh, we find it has other… more valuable uses than selling it.” Stephen said, smiling. “If you know what I mean.”

Mary had no idea what he meant, actually, but she nodded politely as he finished refilling her cup. She just knew that she was drinking the tea, her yummy tea, and it flowed down her throat and into her belly and tingled through her and made her head feel all nice and fuzzy and warm.

She continued to drink the tea throughout the meal as they ate and talked. Mary struggled to follow the conversation a few times- they were talking about things like math and how many cows they sold, and try as she might she couldn’t keep the numbers in her head. She vaguely remembered that she used to be able to do that before, but she couldn’t figure out why. She shrugged, continuing to drink the yummy tea that they gave her more and more of whenever her cup was empty. Thinking was hard, but drinking the tea was easy and fun and made her feel all good inside!

The meal seemed to be over as soon as it had started, and Sabrina removed the dishes into the back kitchen, leaving Mary alone with just Stephen and Arthur.

“That was, like, super good!” she said, twirling her now bright blonde hair in her fingers. It didn’t even occur to her to think that it had been brown when she arrived. Thinking was hard. “Thanks!”

“I’m glad you liked it.” Arthur said, smiling at her. 

“Can I, like, have some more of the yummy tea?” Mary asked, looking hopefully at the two of them.

“Hmm… I guess you can.” Stephen said. “You have been drinking quite a lot of our special tea, though, and eating our food, all without giving us anything in return.”

“Oh, no!” Mary said, her eyes widening. “I didn’t mean to take all your stuff and not, like, give anything back! That’s really mean. I’m not mean. Promise!”

“That’s okay. There must be some way you can repay us.” Stephen said in mock confusion. “Can you think of anything you could offer us for repayment?”

“I… like… hmm, I don’t have any money or anything.” Mary said. She furrowed her brow, trying to think of something, but it was so hard to think. It was like every thought she had was a little bubble and they popped as she grasped for them. Try as she might, she could think of nothing she could offer the two men that would repay them for the delicious, yummy tea they gave her. And she really wanted more tea!

“Wait a minute!” Stephen said, snapping his fingers. “I thought of something.”

“Oh, yay!” Mary said, her face brightening. “What is it? What can I do?”

“Well, you’re very beautiful.” He said, and she preened at his words. “We’d love to see your nice, full breasts. Would you do that for us? Would you take off that top and show us your nice, big tits?”

“Oh, sure!” Mary said, smiling ear to ear. “That’s really all I can do to repay you?” 

“To start.” He said, and Arthur grinned across from him. “In fact, we night even give you some more tea!”

“Yaaay!” Mary said. “Then sure, I’ll let you see my nice big titties!”

She undid the tie on her back, letting the top fall to the floor, exposing her bare breasts to the men.

“Very good. Arthur, you’ve outdone yourself. This last batch is even better than the previous one. Sabrina’s growth wasn’t exponential like this.” Stephen said as he examined Mary’s breasts.

“The Master gave me better ingredients, that’s all. I don’t even think she’ll need another dose, if we play it right.” Arthur said casually. “He said a priestess of Vauru would pass by, and gave me her description. He said she was special, not like the others.”

They talked a little more, but Mary didn’t really understand what they were talking about. All she knew was that they were looking at her nice, big titties, and that was great! She loved having big titties, and she loved people seeing them. What good were nice big boobs if nobody ever saw them?

“Well, those are very nice.” Stephen said, standing up. He moved closer to her, inspecting her. “You should be very proud of how beautiful you are.”

“Thanks!” Mary said, beaming.

“How do they feel?” Stephen said. “I bet they feel very good, don’t they? When you touch them?”

“Oh, yeah!” Mary said, giggling. “Do they ever! They feel really good when I touch them and play with them and stuff.”

“You should play with them then.” Stephen said. “For us.”

“Like, right now?” Mary said, her voice tinged with doubt.

“Yes, right now.” Stephen said.

“I… I don’t think I should.” Mary said finally. For some reason she vaguely remembered that she shouldn’t touch herself in front of boys.

“Why not?” Stephen said.

“I… I don’t know.” Mary said, after struggling to think of an answer. There was a reason, she just knew it! ”Um…”

“So there’s no real reason you shouldn’t do it?” Stephen said, prodding her.

“N…no....” Mary said doubtfully. She couldn’t think of anything to say otherwise. He was so smart! Why was she being so dumb? There must be something…

“S… something’s wrong.” She said suddenly.

“Oh? What’s wrong?” Stephen said innocently, looking at her.

“Y…you’re doing something to me.” Mary said. “I’m not, like, dumb and stuff. There’s something… something’s making me, like, some air-headed bimbo…”

“I’m afraid I’m not familiar with the term.” Stephen said. “But I assure you, Priestess, nothing untoward is happening. We simply want you to feel good, that’s all. If you don’t want to touch your beautiful, bountiful bosom then you do not have to.”

“Oh… uh, thanks.” Mary said, twirling a strand of her bright blonde hair in consternation. She hated doubting them. They were SO nice. She did feel a little silly accusing them of doing something wrong, especially since they said they didn’t do it. She sat down at the table, self-conscious.

She did kind of want to touch her nice, sensitive boobs, but… well, she shouldn’t. Not in front of them. She nodded, pleased and proud of herself for navigating such a difficult social situation.

“Well, let’s just forget about that then, shall we?” Stephen said. “Maybe some more tea will help you relax.”

“Oh. Yay! Thank you, yeah. Some yummy tea would be great!” Mary said with some relief. The tea would help her. The tea would make her forget. She took a deep draught of the tea she was served, feeling the wonderfulness ooze into her. She couldn’t even begin to understand how they made it so amazing! She just kind of sat there, letting it flow through her. It was almost like… like falling asleep, or something. Like she was drifting into a dream, letting her mind empty out until nothing but vapid, dreamy pleasure remained.

“One thing, though.” Stephen said. 

“Like, what?” Mary said, struggling to focus on him.

“Why won’t you play with your tits? It feels good, right? And doing things that feel good is good.” Stephen said. Mary rolled her eyes. They talked about that like, forever ago. She didn’t even remember it.

“Yeah, it’s always good to like, do good things that feel good and stuff.” Mary said.

“Then since it feels good to play with your tits, you should do it.” Stephen said. He sat back, looking at her smugly. She tried to think of a rebuttal, tried to think of something to say back to him, but the thoughts wouldn’t come. It was just SO hard to think! Try as she might, she simply could not come up with a reason why she wouldn’t be fondling herself in front of these two nice men.

“Hmm. Okay. I guess you’re right and stuff.” Mary said, bringing her hands up to her tits and beginning to massage them. The moment her hands reached her nipples, however, a strong, pulsing current of raw pleasure surged through her body. She had to stop from collapsing as she began to knead them, her knees suddenly going weak at the shock of pleasure that ran through her. She sat down on the bench, her hands still firmly grasping her tits.

“Are you alright?” Stephen said. “Did that feel good?”

“Oh GOD, yes!” Mary said. “My titties are even more sensitive now!”

“That’s good.” Stephen said. “You can keep playing with them, if you want. Although...”

“N…no…” Mary said, responding to him difficult as she kneaded her breasts, tweaking her nipples with her thumbs, bringing wave upon wave of explosive pleasure coursing through her body. She wasn’t very good at thinking, but she couldn’t for the life of her think of something that could feel better than this.

“This.” Stephen said, and without any further warning he brought his hand down beneath her skirt. His finger found her pussy and he began to slide it in and out of her. She was dripping wet from the arousal brought on by fondling her breasts, and his finger slid all the way in without meeting any resistance. She moaned loudly, deeply, her body writhing from the unexpected pleasure that his fingers brought her. 

“I see you like that.” He said, continuing to play with her pussy, sliding his finger in and out. He explored her, running his finger along the entrance of her pussy before sliding it in again, and then bringing it out to rub beautiful, delicious, tantalizing circles along her clit before making his way back into her pussy.

“That feels amazing!” she said, a mindless smile on her face as Stephen thrust his finger in and out of her. She continued to fondle herself furiously, thumbing her nipples, grasping her tits, unable to comprehend the lust that was rapidly taking over her mind.

And then suddenly… he took his finger out of her. She felt the loss of it acutely, an almost visceral sense of disappointment.

“No! Put it back, please! That felt so goooood!” she whined, wriggling at him, inviting him back into her.

“I don’t know.” He said, frowning. “I’m making you feel really good, but you’re not making me feel good back. That’s hardly fair, is it?”

“I… no, I guess not.” Mary said, fighting to think through the haze of lust that clouded her mind.

“So you should make me feel good now, right?” he said. “After all, fair’s fair.”

“That sounds good!” she said. She was really glad Stephen was so smart. She would never have figured out all this complicated repaying and making other people feel good stuff without him! And she really, really wanted to keep feeling good.

He reached down to his pants and unbuttoned them, letting them fall away. Mary stared at his cock as it sprang free from its prison, coming to attention in all its rigid, throbbing glory. She looked at it, entranced, her eyes widening even as her heart beat quicker in her chest. She had never seen anything like it. 

She wondered why? It looked amazing. It was strong, thick, throbbing in front of her. It was so wide. Thinking was hard, but… if his fingers made her feel good…

That was huge. And it would make her feel even better!

“Put it in your mouth.” He instructed. She shifted on the bench, getting on her hands and knees as she bent over to put his cock in her mouth. She brought her face to his cock, and in one smooth, deep motion took his cock completely in her mouth, nothing of his rock-hard shaft escaping her now bright-red, full lips.

“That feels wonderful, priestess…” Stephen groaned as Mary bobbed up and down happily on his cock. She felt a small swell of pride as her mouth came up and down on his cock. She was making him feel good! It was only fair since he had made her feel so good. She knew that!

Not only that- the cock was yummy! She had never taken one in her mouth before. She used to think it was gross, or something, and that you shouldn’t do it. Why had she thought that? It was so much fun to have a cock in her mouth!

There was something… a bad thing. She tried to think about what it was as she continued to deep throat Stephen’s cock, gliding it in and out of her mouth easily and enthusiastically. It was like a… a girl who did sexy things all the time. It was bad. A w… something. What could it be? Whatever it was, she didn’t want to be that. And they sucked cocks. Or something. It was all very confusing.

As she continued to suck Stephen’s cock and ponder the concept that was escaping her, she felt something- a pair of strong, rough hands lifting the back of her skirt. She was momentarily distracted, pulling her mouth off of Stephen’s cock to look behind her. Arthur was there, his own cock out. Mary could feel it pulsing between her legs, could feel the heat of his cock pressed against her inner thigh.

“You’re going to have to make Arthur feel good, too.” Stephen said patiently when he saw her questioning look behind her. “After all, he made that tea. It wouldn’t be fair to just repay me and not him, wouldn’t it?”

“Oh, okay!” Mary said, beaming. “I can do this to him too. You seem to really like it!”

“But you can’t do that to us at the same time.” Stephen said. “So what you can do is just stay on all fours, and Arthur can just fuck your pretty little pussy. Best of all? That’ll even make you feel good!”

“That sounds great!” Mary said. Then she thought for a second. “But…”

“But what, my dear?” Stephen said.

“I don’t… I don’t think this is right.” Mary said, frowning. It was really hard to think, but something about this seemed wrong. It was okay to help people out, but… having two cocks in her? There was something wrong about that. She didn’t like people like that, did she? They were… they were…

“Whores!” Mary said out loud. “Sorry. I mean, like, only whores have two cocks in them and stuff. So Arthur can’t fuck me silly! Because I’m not a whore.”

She smiled, pleased with her attempt at logic. Thinking was hard, but she did it!

Oh, priestess. That was cute.” Arthur said, laughing. He swatted her on the ass lightly, and Mary smiled. That felt good! He could do that. And she liked being called cute.

“You’re right. Only a whore would let a man fuck her from behind while she took another man in her mouth.” Arthur said. “But look at you. You’re not wearing any panties, with a skirt that barely even covers your ass. You’re bent over in a dining room, sucking a man’s cock while another presses his cock against your thigh. You know what that makes you? A whore.”

“That… oh, no.” Mary said, horror creeping up on her face. “Really? That makes me a whore?”

“That’s right.” Arthur said. “You’re just a whore. And whores love cocks. They’ll do anything for cocks in them, stuffing every hole.”

“Oh, I…” Mary said. She bit her lip. She was a whore? How had that happened? She didn’t remember being a whore, but she guessed she was. She couldn’t argue with his logic. They were just so smart!

On the other hand…

“Well, if I’m a whore…” Mary said. Her face blossomed into a smile as she realized something. “Then I can suck and fuck whatever I want! That’s what whores do, after all.”

“That’s right, love.” Arthur said.

“And fucking feels good!” Mary said happily. “I love fucking!”

“Then let’s get down to it.” Stephen said. He grabbed her head, pushing her back down on his cock, and she happily complied, continuing her vigorous sucking of his cock. She felt Arthur position himself behind her, his cock pressing lightly against the entrance of her sex.

And then he plunged into her- and her world exploded.

It was pleasure unlike she had ever experienced before. His cock filled her completely, filled her aching, eager pussy in a way she hadn’t even known she needed. She had to fight back the urge to orgasm right then and there as she continued to suck Stephen’s cock. It was so good to be free. Being a whore was great! She wondered why she hadn’t realized she was a whore before. It was a good thing she had Stephen and Arthur to show her!

Arthur continued to pump into her from behind, his long, fast thrusts sending waves of pleasure through her. She loved his cock filling her. She loved cock! It was the best. She hoped she could suck and fuck their cocks all the time. After all, it was fun, and she was a whore anyway!

“Oh, wow!” a voice said. Mary raised her eyes- it was Sabrina, looking at the whole scene in front of her. Mary thought about what she looked like for a second. She could imagine the sight: her on all fours on the bench, he mouth full of Stephen’s wonderful cock even as Arthur pounded into her from behind, making her huge titties bounce and sway from the force of his thrusts. 

There was only one thing it could look like. 

“That looks like fun!” Sabrina exclaimed, coming over to the group. “It’s like, so great when they BOTH have their cocks in you, isn’t it?”

“Mmmhmm!” Mary responded enthusiastically around Stephen’s cock pumping in and out of her mouth. It WAS fun! And hot, too. Really hot. Cocks were the best. Except-

“Oh my god, I’m like, SO sorry!” Mary said as she pulled her mouth off of Stephen’s cock. “You can like, join in too!”

“Oh, thank you, Priestess!” Sabrina said happily. She came over to Stephen, straddling him, her perpetually wet pussy sliding down on to him with almost no resistance. She began to bounce up and down on his cock, grinding her hips on to him, making him moan and groan as he guided her with his hips.

Mary was a little jealous as Arthur pounded her from behind. Stephen seemed to be having so much more fun! Well, she was a new whore, anyway. Sabrina probably had loads of practice and stuff. Maybe Sabrina could show her how she did it later. She’d love to get better at taking cocks inside of her. In the meantime, though, getting fucked from behind like a brainless whore was fun all on its own…

***

“Oh god, yes!” Mary squealed as two cocks penetrated both her holes. “Oh yes, fuck Mary’s slutty holes! God, Mary loves cocks in her ass! It makes Mary, like, SO WET!”

Kayla averted her eyes, though she could not turn off her ears. She heard the sounds of her friend screaming in orgasmic ecstasy over and over again. Well… what had been her friend. She remembered Mary as a pretty if mousy girl, quick-witted and shy, never having much luck with the boys.

But this… this was different.

The… thing in front of her was Mary only vaguely. Her breasts had grown to at least an E cup, her ass full, firm, and huge, engulfing the cock that was fucking it entirely. Her lips were full and blood-red, purpose built to suck any cock that she came across. And she had gotten good at it, eagerly searching out any cock she could find to milk it dry.

And Kayla had been made to watch.

She had no idea what magic projected the scene onto the cold stone wall of her prison room, but there it was, night and day. For days she had watched Mary corrupted, turned from the sweet girl she was to the sex-crazed brainless bimbo that was now furiously fucking everything in sight on-screen. It had been the tea- Kayla had figured that out early on. Every time Mary had taken a sip of tea her eyes glazed over even as a dreamy smile appeared on her face and her body changed, growing, rippling into the centerfold pinup she was now.

Since then she had been pimped out to clients that came into the inn. It seemed to operate as some sort of brothel, though Kayla wasn’t entirely sure how it worked. It appeared that clients could buy the girls- the other one, Sabrina, had been bought by someone. How long was it until someone bought Mary, taking her home, turning them into their brainless bimbo slave forever?

Kayla sagged, her spirits low. That wasn’t even the worst part. For Mary, possibly- but Kayla had been made to watch. Had been made to see the whole thing happen, or at least hear it when she turned away. Which wasn’t often. Because…

Because it turned her on. God, did it turn her on.

She didn’t want to admit it, but it did. The whole corruption Mary experienced. It had awakened Kayla’s fantasies like never before. She felt her pussy grow wet watching Mary turned into a mindless sex slave, imagined herself being corrupted in the same way. She watched, unable to look away, as Mary was penetrated over and over again, her orgasmic cries of infinite lust echoing inside Kayla’s little stone chamber.

And sometimes… sometimes Kayla’s cries matched them. Unable to resist, she would move her fingers between her legs, thrusting them into her pussy, fingering her clit, watching the scene play out before her. Only… it wasn’t Mary they were corrupting. It was her. She was the one with the stupid smile on her face, the naked lust evident as she gleefully took every cock she could find and filled all her holes with it, turned into a vapid slut fit only to fuck.

And her orgasm would crash down on her, sometimes in concert with Mary’s, and she would feel a wave of anger at herself, at her weakness afterwards. But it was only temporary. Her loins would stir again not too long after, and she would find her hands drifting once more between her legs and the cycle would repeat itself. She was losing the battle for her mind, and she knew it. 

And worse… he knew it.

He wasn’t always there when she gave in to the weakness. But occasionally he would walk in, at his pleasure, when she was in the throes of her lust, and smile as he watched her finish. Once he came in as she was deep in the grip of a frenzy of lust. She was incapable of stopping, unable to pause the current of lust running through her as much as she wanted to deny him the satisfaction of seeing her like… like that.

But she didn’t. She kept going, bringing herself to climax. And… he was her fantasy. She fantasized about submitting to him, about finally giving in to the overpowering lust she felt for him. She imagined him doing what he wished with her, commanding her to straddle him, commanding her to lower herself, inch by inch, onto the cock that she worshipped. It was a terrible, wonderful fantasy- and she had to keep it from becoming reality. 

She wasn’t sure how long she could do that. 

“Good girl, Kayla. See how good it feels? You know you want to be mine. You should just stop resisting.” He said, brushing a lock of hair past her face. He looked casually at the stone wall where Mary was happily taking a cock in her ass. “She stopped resisting. And look how much fun she’s having.”

“You’ve done things to her.” Kayla said bitterly. She fought to resist the urge to mount him, to drive his cock deep into her. The urges were getting stronger, even as she didn’t want them. Her body rebelled, losing a bit more of herself every time she fantasized about being controlled. “Things you haven’t done to me.”

“I did nothing to her. I merely provided my minions with… some tools.” He said. He smiled. “They did the rest.”

“I won’t give in.” Kayla said. “We’ll stop you. You’ve only found Mary. The others are still out there.”

“You don’t know that.” He said.

“I do.” She said. “Or you would have showed me already.”

“Clever girl.” He said, though she noticed the quick surge of anger in his face as she called his bluff. “It doesn’t matter. This world is dangerous enough without me orchestrating their downfalls.”

“No.” she said. “Mark knows every nook and cranny of it. He created it. And he… he can stop you.”

“Mark created it?” he said. He laughed, a low, deep, chilling laugh that was not at all the laugh she remembered coming from that lean frame. “He envisioned it. He wanted to give you a fun, sex-filled journey that you would all enjoy. But I… I finished it. I am free from his moral shackles. Each and every one of you will become ensnared by the pleasures this world has to offer, mindless, lust-driven creatures controlled by their own basest instincts.”

“You’re wrong.” She said.

“We’ll see.” He said. “But I would disagree. Again, Ruiwen is a dangerous place. Or a pleasurable one. It all depends on your… state of mind.”

And he turned around, walking out of the room and closing the door with a hollow clang. Kayla’s shoulders sagged again, and she even was able, for a moment, to tune out Mary’s cries of orgasmic glee.

She believed him. She was close to giving in, close to giving up hope… close to becoming what he had described. And the worst part of it all was…

A small part of her was excited for it.
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